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THE AWAKIJNING OF /THE SOUL 

All b^-autiful things do seem 
To startle me from dream ! 

0,Mori;^ing, through our night 
Br.eaks in thy light ! 

My organ's molten tones 
Make move the solid stones ; 

Oh ! clear the world away, 

Up into day ! 

The swt^fet birds' notes I hear 
Do make the whole world clear, 

And the bright brooklet's tones 
Make move* the stones ! 

All beautiful things do seem 
To startle me from, dream ! 

O Morning, — througn our night 
Breaks in thy light 



THi! TRANSCENDENT REALITY 


In the bosom of a cloud, 

I found a star ! 

Was it Joy in Sorrow's shroud ? 
Peace in War ? 

Love in Life ? 

The Soul Avowed ? 

Greater far ! 

In the bosom of a cloud, 

I found a star. 



HOME 


Out of clouds and light and flowers, 
Out of earth and sky and sea — 
will build my endless bowers, 

I will build my home for thee ! 

Out of pictures, sculptures, music — 
Out of night and out of day — 

Out of minds and hearts and ages 
I will build my home for thee ! 

So, no matter where thou wanderest, 

* 

All 60 vast and fair shall be 

That thou ne'er shalt pass its farthest,- 
« 

Nor from me shalt wish to be. 



POWER OF A DIVINE PRESENCE 


When I stand before thy face, 
Heaven takes place — 

Time and Spdce 

Made harmonious, through thy grace 

As when Ruth, ’mid lately lorn 
Leagues of corn, 

Blushed, — and, born, 

All stood clear — in Love’s gold morn ! 



SOULS, IN THE LIGHT OF LOVE 


How fair to the l,over 

ft 

Is the Beloved ! 

How fair unto Sorrow 
The face of Joy ; 

How bright to the Morning 
The Star adorning, 

That faints in the light that Her hath proved ! 

0 light of my Soul ! In eternity 
Thou shinest about me, fair and free 
And aJl things are haloed in thee !— oh ! see 
How bMst to her Lover 
Blooms the Beloved ! 



THE LOST ANGEL 


When I walked in my Father’s halls — 
Among those forms and Lees bVight— 

I heard the birds’ melodious calls 
To lands of sunrise, day, and night, 

The sound of seas, and waterfalls 

That leapt below — how fair, how light — 
When I walked in my Father's halls 
And never sighed but with delight ! 

I knew not then that other sight 

% 

That blinded men and brought them low ; 

My Soul was all one fair delight 
That sought no other but love's woe,L- 
That sought not then to come and go 
From day to day, from night to night. 
But never wearied once to blow 
The clustering trumpets of His might I 



But now my memory grows dim ; 

I cannot hear^the Angels call ; 

I have forgotten — how to hymn 
The heavens and the vaie and all : 

But let me find my Father's hall, 

But let m^ come once more to Him, 

And nought shall fail and nought shall fal 
Only the garment of a dream ! 



TONE PORTRAITS 


I. SUNRISE 
Sing ! sweet Ijird, — 

Build thine aerial palace, piling 
Word on word ; 

Wake the marbly Maid of Morning, 

In her eastern blue-voom sleeping ! 

She is stirEd ; 

Flings aside her crimson spread, 

Spilling showers of dew-pearls ; 

Leaps white from the cloud her bed, — 

Shakes her head. 

Dashing out her golden curls ; 

Now she comes, amid her flower-girls, 

Draped in red ; 

While the purple curtains down the eastern sky 
Part to let the laughing dancers by. 

Sing! 

Sweet and gay — 

Day is on her way ! " 

Louder, higher, sweeter shrilling aye 1 



II. SUNSET 


Hush ! swieet bird, — 

Thy faery serenade should fade, 

Shadojv blurr’d, 

Dream-shadowed by Twilight's brush ! 

Eve is couched, and with*a blush, 

Ne'er a word, 

Drops her tresses, dewlit, streaming 
Dark as water, starr'd in winter, — 

While her soft, brown eyes are beaming. 

As each inland sea 
Full of Inoonlfght dances gleaming ; 

Now she draws her roselit spread, then she 
Lies a-dreaming; 

While the purple curtains down the western sky 
Fall to hide her crimson canopy. 

Softer, lower, sound thy sleepy lay ! 

Day winds far away ! " 

Far away — 

Away ! ” 



sprin6 twilight 


S/^E in the orchard, in their snow-white cot, 

Darby ^nd Joan cling to tSeir happy lot : 

Spring is about them ; and the trees are white,— 
White as the curls, the cottage liides to-night. < 

Golden their window, clos’d in blossom, shines 
Soft in the twilight, through the arching vines : 
Stars, too, hang in the trees, like gold*en bees. 

Or like the apples of Hesperides. 

So Baucis and Philemon sat of old, — 

When the bread turned ainbrosia, wine turned gold 
Hush 1 'tis in such a place, that all is right. 

Well may the Gods call on those twain to-night ! 



AT SOLE i’LOWER 


.Never so divinely 
Falls sunshine 
As on thee, my Nannie, 

^ Maid divine ! 

As when dawn can sight 
That sole flower 
Who gives back his light, 
Made twice fairer, — 

(^r when day, at close, 
Finds the moon — 
Who can take his rose, 
Looking down, — 

Never so divinely 
Falls sunshine 
As on thee, my Nannie, 
Maid divine ! 
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THE MARCH OF STARS 

* 4 

Triumphant march the golden stars, 

Their hymns of battle singing 
The wheels of fire upon their cars, 

And all their armour ringing : 

Up blackest mounts, through blood-red bars, 
Then cloud-swept oceans flinging. 
Triumphant march the golden stars, 

Towards God’s great conquest swinging ! 

No lightnings last, no thunders blast 
From Hell’s tremendous regions ; 

No closing seas of sunset past 
Have cleft their golden legions : 

Though down, among the matchless wars, 

A comet ride, returning— 

Triumphant march the golden stkrs, 

Earths, earths, for God, still earning! 



HE.,1.VENLY MORN 

{Processional) 

Out of*the deeps the earth still sleeps, 

In morning's tranquil light; 

She scarcely stirs her breathless flowers, 
Borne floating from the night : 

Through heavenly fields how softly borne, 
Past many a veiling star. 

She floats, tome out the heavenly morn, 
Still dreaming,— as we are ! 



THEr HEART OF» THE FOREST 

A Song 

I WOULD my heart a forest were — 

Of beech and evergreen, — 

Where sweet and timid things might stir 
And men had never been ; 

Where fell a brook, from high above, 

To wander on and on,;> 

But where my Love, my fair true Love — 
Came, every day, alone ! 



TO A VISION OF THE VII^GIN 

Holy of Holies ! Wherefoi*e standest thou there, 
Too bright to see, and too sublimely fair ? 

Robe thee a little, thou who art so bare. 

Draw round thee night, let down thy starry hair ! 

Thou ! Who about me wanderest everywhere, 
Touching all things, yea ! even lighting me. 

Why art thou hidden, why too bright to see, 

If not that were I strong enough to stare 
On all thy beauty, I must surely die ! 

Therefore, do veil thine eyes, though in my tears, 
For I would have the strength to brook thy face ; 
Nay ! I would kiss thy lips, if thou but grace 
Mine with the veil of pure, dividing years ! 
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THF^ TREE OF LIFE 


A PHANTASY 

1. THE TREE' OF NIGHT 
What broad, soft branches, wove from rich, o5d Night, 
Whose bole grows black, athwart the low, gre^a glare 
Curdling to blue, that*shades forth Heaven’s stair, 
Embower this vale, with star-buds, golden bright ! 

Full-blown, one falls, a deep, red rose of light, 

Whose clouds of crimson petals prank the air, — 
Swooning below, on scented Sleep, the Fair, — 

As wan and laggard Hours of day take flight ! 

Airily float the falling shadow-leaves 

Of Night’s tree, at red autumn-time of day, 

As unfledged purples a dim dream inlay : 


And, as the sunset withers to pearl sheaves, 
A shower of spectral foliage hides away 
The lowest step, that Angels’ tears receives. 
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11. THE TREE OF DAY 

The dome, — th^t Tree of Life, — that broad, clear Tree, — 
WLijre pends green Earth’s great apple, — burnished of 
Coo! winds orchestral, down*God’s orchard grove, — 
Dapples the pearl stream of Eternity ! 

At blow of dawn, when nothing white is free 
And shadow-leaves are Apple-earth’s alcove, 

The morning star, upon a branch above, 

Breaks the vast hynin of the Nativity ! 

From silvery shores the sun- flamingo springs, 

Soaring how slowly towards the Apple-earth, — 

When, like the opal snow in sunset flight, 

The Earth is stormed with blossoms of pink light, — 

As Heav’n's great Tree turns crystal blue, and flings 
Her leaves, — the wild, white clouds, — all flying forth, 

B 
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ITALIAN NOTES 

1. ON THE SEAS LAYING BARE A STATUE 

What Day of Judgement was it — when the earths 
Gave up her chosen treasures, white and cold, 

The mighty Statues, that have stood of old 
Like stars, where everyone might have their worth. 

Is it not well for us, that second birth 

Hath brought us back those days, — when men were bold, 
When beauty was adored, and all |hat told 

t 

The godliness of Man was ne^er in dearth ? 

Yes ! It is well, — that we should keep the road 
Our Fathers laid, nor let the flowers spread 
Too thickly o’er the stones, much to our cost : 

Lest, tempted by the earth, our second home, 

We lie upon the grass, our pathway' lost. 

Forgetful of the road whence we have come. 



II. THE APPIAN WAY 


WH::t ho! The road that Caesar trod, — the way 
That emperors and beggafs crept to Rome, — 

The road that Paul, God's messenger, came home, 
And Peter fled, to meet Eternal Day! 

And was it starred with statues, triumphs gay, 

And monuments to those who were in gloam, — 
White as the otiean's long, starred wake of foam 
That bursts in beauty, and then dies away ? j 

Ah, yes ! they went the same, old road ; and I, 
However insignificant, may tread 
The same, old stones, — like coins of silver spread 
Nay ! even here may light the butterfly, 

As o'er the fallen tombstones of the Dead, 

He flashes back the glory of the sky ! 
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III. FLOWER-OF-THE-RUINS 

I . • 

Over the Old World now the flowers 
Begin to fling a new lig^it, — • 

But it is from the old they come, 

Else it were not the true light \ 

The light of loves 1 Re-risen, 

To light new loves to come, — 
Bursting each old, low prison, 

Upon their sunny home ! 
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IV. IN CONVENTS OLD 

In convents old, that overlook the seas, 

I dallied, — and my he^rt was glad to feel 
There, lu the Heart of Time, about me steal 
The perfect peace of countless centuries ! 

in cloisters fair, but open to the skies, 

I'Vandered — ah ! how can I tell how real 
Those faces that I met, or how the peal 
Of my lone steps awoke dead memories ! 

Speak not of wolves, that leapt into the fold, 

Nor judge our brothers now ! no earthly gold 
Is left upon the souls of the departed : 

Here must have dwelt some hearts both true and bold- 
And some, who, doing good, grew sweet and old — 
And some, perhaps the best, died broken-hearted ! 
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V. TWO SONNETS OF OLDEST TIMES 

I. THE ARX OF DEATH 

{On looking dow?i an Etruscan Cister7i^ hu^e^ hollowed out of 
the top of Fiesole^ the heart of the old Citadel) 

Come ! let the giant Age^: — long 1 long dead — 

Speak for thee, Man ! Arise ! and tell thy story, — 

Building on hardship glory upon glory. 

But keeping that for years to come, instead ! 

Wake ! Hills, and tell your tales, how they are fled 

Who fortified your ancient crowns — {.nd raised 

Stone upon stone, great, primal, grey, while praised 

Their Poet, with the bay-leaves round his head ! 

0 Herculean labours ! are ye done ? 

0 Men of Old ! 0 Women, bare for toil ! 

0 little Children, weilding spear and stone ! 

Where have ye gone ? What mighty land your own. 

Of giant dungeon and of citadel, 

Holds your brave Hearts? — Ah! Death: — Yea! DtdXh alone. 
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VI. TWO SONNETS OF OLDEST TIMES 
2. memorial’’s of dark ages o 
(Night at Promontogno) 

Hark ! the owl’s cry, upon the mountain lone. — 
Tjd old, primeval things, ohj. let me turn 
For their profound beginnings ! How they mourn. 
Left as they were, what mounded years bygone ! 
The stars, the stillness, and that far-off tone 
Fill my whole heart, — as if within that urn 
They found thei| home : then, who am I to spurn 
Those low beginnings, or the cry of one ? 

I am akin to everything, — and all 

Still have their part in me to find the light ! 

Let me not, then, forget that with Man’s fall 
He left his Ci Catures in the lonely night ! 

Deep in my heart — thou strange, but olden call — 
Thy warning echoes — in its primal might ! 
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VII. SOUL FROM SOUL 

{Supposed note of Raph'iel on Expression) 

Soul of the rose — in perfume fine, 

Heart of my heart, I see thee sixine 
Up in the clouds, Madonna mine ! 

We are indeed as God ; we may imagine 

All things out of our hearts, and make them ours : 

Life is a Rainbow — (there ! is Hope,) — and Men 
Were only designed to display God’s glorious powers ! 



VIII «THE FOUNTAIN OF DREAMS 

{From a P&mpeian House) 

In my sleep I hear a fountain playing, 
Pla^'lng of olden things, — 

Of my first Love and of me a-maying. 
Stealing to hidden springs : 

The stars are mirrored in its tears, 

And shaken into light 
They bring my olden, golden years 
Back to my lonely night ! 

In my sleep I hear a fountain playing. 
Stealing from hidien streams, — 
Pla3dng of Love and of me a-maying — 
The fountain, the fountain of dreams ! 
Singing of far-off, sunny hills. 

Where the birds are winging, — 
Sighing of deep, dear, winding rills — 

But singing, — always singing ! 



26 


HEART OK EARTH 

Nature is ever young and beautiful, — 

Whether she don the Wintef’s pu^e disguise, 
Chanting through woods her patient litan’es — 
And sounding on the organ, sweet and dull, — 

Or whether, in the Spring’s mysterious lull, 

She pose — in melting, marriage draperies—- 
Praying to thee, with still, bewildering eyes, 
Silent and swift, as yonder white sea-gull ; 

But it is when the Summer comes, she slips 
All her bride robes, and shows herself to Heaven, 
Bathing in billowy skies, the seas of gold : 

Oh ! happy is the poet, to whom^’tis given 
In dim, green dells, to touch her wilding lips — 
And wake the sleeping beauty, as of old ! 
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THE EVERGREENS IN SNOW 

The Forest sleeps beneath her quilt of snow — 

How strangely beautiful, how soft and white ; 

Who could have thought his wilding Love would grow 
So fair he should not know her overnight ! 

Hiish ! She is quite enchanted ! — Steal in ! — see, 
ScrtWn beyond screen of cloudy lace enorme I 

What Love raised this — more fair than ivory — 

Robing the details, to reveal the form ! 

But more surprise awaits thee ! Peer inside 

This Christmas-tree, that seems of sugar made, — 

Though feathery snow has bowed down all its pride, 
Tis green within — a little summer glade ; 

Oh ! lovely sight, — when years the beauty screen, 

To find the Aged Heart an Evergreen ! 
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MUSIC, GOI^^G HOME 

The vale is crowding up with stars. 

And I am stealing home — 

While everywhere the ** chirps'^ and chirrs* 
From secret cellars come ! 

The dusk is busy with applause — 

The crickets most rejoice ! 

And everything that had to pause 
Has found a cheering voice ! 

Oh ! have I really come so near 
The risen Shades of Things, 

So near the Spirits that I hear 
The music of their wings ? 
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SONG OF •THE MOON 

{^Opposition is Opportunity) 

In opposition now thp moon is bright,— 

In silvery bloom^ 

All through the night ; 

This is her opportunity, to light 
Life's glorious gloom I 

So sings the moon, 

** How opportune* 

That it is night 
And I may light ! " 

“ How opportune 
Th^t it is night 
And I may light ! " 



II 


Lo ! saith the virgin Ifoon, 

** How opportune, — 

** Dark and alone, 

Here is my throne— 

Here is my soul most bright ! 

Up in the sky 
Established am I — 

Turning throughout my night 
The sun's own light, — 

Here is the world my own — 

Here is my throng ! 

Casting my silvery mantle 
O'er each lone star in my temple, 

And drawing them all unto me. 

In tender harmony, 

I bloom, until the roseate day,^ 

Into whose arms my lonely soul may fade away ! '^ 



Ill 


** Lo ! satth the moon, 

'' How opportune 
, That it is night 
And I may light ! 

In full conjunction 
With the sun — 

Slender my light, 

My life were done : 

But in opposition 
Throughout the night — 
Here is my throne ; 

I may be bright ! 
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TO A DRAT^T-HORSE 

Great, glorious Draft-horse, cloud-clad as the sun ! 

Yea ! let them harness all the world to thee, — 

Born of the country, proud and broad and free. 
Unheeded, heed not — thou shalt bear them on ! 

Best loved by big men, whose brave children run 
And bear thee fruits, or throned upon the hay 
Toss flowVs on thy broad back, where they must stay — 
Great, glorious Draft- horse, golden as the sun ! 

Charges and palfreys let the Poets have ! 

Thee I thee I choose, and be thou mine forever, — 
Slowly, but surely, around the world to go. 

Bearing good harvests — ^yea ! and resting never,-— 
Coining thy ground — how generous, kind and brave — 
Golden as Morn, and always sweetly slpw ! 



ODE Tt) TIME 
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Slowly but surely from the ice and snow, 

Through hnly regions where the stars abide, 

Cometh old Time, as young eer he was, 

Fresh from his bath and crowned with llowers and grass. 
Now, as the Summer’s garment spreads he low. 

All his wife’s beauty to his child to show. 

He staftsllgain, and through the wintry tide 
Plunges — with her turned autumn — deep in bliss ! 

Over and over again, old Fathijr Time, 

Oh ! take me with thee, for I am thy child ! 

Over and over again, that e’er sublime 
My life may be and I see all things wild ! 

Slowly but surely carry me through Heaven, 

More and more gaining all thy joy and pain ; 

Day after day put down, from morn till even, — 

Night after night taken up 1 — Over again ! 

C 



ILLUMINATION 


All the sky is 1ft for me, — 
There the path of moonlight 
Trembles, far across^ the sea ; 
Oh ! would that I soon might 

Shakes, as with the beat 
Of myriad Angels’ feet, — 
Passing away from me — 

And up — and in the sky 1 



THE LIGHTED SOUL 


How beautiful thy soul to love me so ! 

What beauty lies in me — I ne’er may know, 

Save when I to a ^lass to thy fair face, 

Who fanciest there to find another’s grace. 

How dark the mirror of my soul would be 
Were it not lighted by thy love for me ! 

Pj^le a|yon moon, hid from its sun, I too 
Would mourn my darkened world with tears of dew. 

As when an altar’s taper leans to light 
Some candle, kissing in the church of night, 

So when thy flaming soul stoops over mine 
My soul takes fire at the touch of thine ! 

Love is the light of life ; far better dead 
Is he from whom the light divine hath fled ! 

Love is the life of life, his heat and motion. 

And life is tempered to the heart's devotion ! 



GOD’S HOUR-GLASS 

Man is the hour-glass of God : 

And grain by grain his being flows 
Out of the globe of surface shows 
Into the globe below the sod. 

Clear of the sunken sands of strife, 
God turns below the body's bowl — 
And so upturns Man’s crystal soul, 
Brimmed with the golden grains of lib 
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THE BRAKE 

How unapparently would whirl 
The Wheel of Time — the melting sky — 
But for the big, black brakes, that hurl 
The'^rs on high ! 

And so my time ; how smooth and swift 
My soul would spin, — but for the brake ; 
But oh ! stopped soul, the fount you lift ! 
The stars you make ! 
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CAROL: THE ETERNAL JOY 

One joy is always tliine — 

The joy of praise — 

The song of friendship, love, 

When thou dost raise 
Thy heart above 
And prove 

Deepest foundations may arise most high 

That joy is always thine — 

And this will last 
When all is past ; 

Upon the depths one stood, 

And even there he found it goc 

One joy is always thine — 

The joy of praising, 

The song of raising 
A temple to him on high ! 



No matter how low thou lie, 
Still may'st thou know the sky 
And better ways, — 

Oh I still at heart enjoy 
All things divine. 

'Vhat matter if thou be poor, 
Hath she not all the more 
To give unto thee ? 

\^hat matter if thou hast care, 
site not far more fair, — 

IS not thy heart more bare 
To take her beauty ? 

Lift up thy voice ! 

To thee ’tis always give] 

To turn thy world to he: 

Lift up thy voice ! 

One joy is always thine — 

The spng of praise — 

Rejoice ! rejoice ! rejoice ! 



40 


, THE GENIUS 

Along the mountain ledge I tread, 
Alone in joy and woe 
I brush the heaven with my head 
And I have looked below ! 

I do not meet with anyone, — 

No sound is in the air ; 

Within an arm’s reach of the sun, 
But one step from despair ! 
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WHO CONQUERS LIFE, CONQUERS 
DEATH 

(Oft Hearing of an Anthology of Helpful Verse) 

Armoured in these bright thoughts, what must I fear, — 

Full in the armour of the immortal Gods, — 

« 

Fitted by Beauty, polisht tear by tear, 

,flut sounder Jove^s loftiest lightning-rods ! 

Armoured in fiiesc uright thoughts, what fears have I ? 
Not bare Achilles, dipt in Time’s dark river, 

Nor Perseus, with his shield, can petrify 
Me in the sunshine of my star forever ! 

And shall this armour, then, outlast my soul, 

To stand an echoing show, in storied halls ? 

Not till I need it not, nor play this role ; 

Not till I burst these bonds — this armour falls ! 

Make way fer Jufe’s true Victor ! ” saith the Lord : 
Surrender thee, 0 Death ; give me thy sword ! 
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IMAGINATION 

But we have shadowy wings, 
Through night to soar 
Out through the starry door 
dreamless things : 

Yet like a bird my Soul 
Lies on the floor 
Of holy night, for all 
Afraid to soar : 

Pray flutter, then, no more. 
But rise ! outsoar 

Where wings of night 
In flight 

Shall turn to light ! 
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THE ONE HARMONISER* 

I 

Here, in the boundless night, — 

Wh-re each's star 
Tents far, 

In his own light, — 

Thou, iff tie sister, art like the slender moon. 
Turning on all 
The sun^s own light ! 

II 

Thou — sole, little priestess — 

Goest before us ; 

And, to restore us, 

Beckonest ay. of us on ! 
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A PICTURE 

Just — a beam of sunlight, drooping 

In a dusty, attic room, — 

« 

Just — a little woman, stooping 
Over sewing, in the gloom, — 

Just — a worn and sunken bed^^.ad, 
And a single, broken ctiair, 

And yet — ah, God ! how beautiful — 
A world is hiding there ! 
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THE SOUJL 

My soul is like the sun ; 

Forever in his dawif, 

And forever in his sunset ; 

h o'-ever parting from the world- 
And meeting her, unfurled : 

Clustering all in one, — yet 
To each fair one withdrawn ; 

In his own light forever I 

And to each other sun 
Only a star, 

His paystar ! 
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MUSIC IN THE MINSTER 

As, in awful loneliness and peace 

Of sleeping mountains, the wind^s cavalry 
Down the ravine come sweeping to the sea, 
Hurling their glorious anthem of release 
Up at the skies — until the sounds incre^e 
Out of the caves, like serfs arising fre^ 

With shouts, to follow as the infantry 
Off to the ocean — where their sound shall cease,— 

Oh ! so the mountain^d organ’s voices pour 
A whirlwind of rich music down the nave, 
Rousing the echoes from each eery cave 
Above the low stones of the stream-Worn floor, — 
And far across the golden legions^ wave, 

Stilled at the sight, that breaks upon the door I 
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HOPES 

Still in ways unknown, 

Flowers have blojvn ; 

Violet and Wild-rose 
Hold their own ; 

Still in wildering ways, 

Nights and days 

Have been filled — Love knows — 
By love lone ! 
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‘‘6n the high, holy MOUNTAINS’’ 

Oi^ thfe high, holy mountains, where soundeth no more 
The Worlcl,, — but the whole, deep, harmonious roar 
Of the wind^^and the snowdrifts, tfie organs of yore, 

I clomb, where the Christ-child had clambered before ! 

(Left far, far below me, my vale did expand ; 

Left silent and fair — as a child’s fairyland : 

It lay in the hollow of God’s grassful ha%d, 

Behind those five ranges, his fingers most gra 
I saw how the rocks, in the clear, upper airj 
Shone bright as big gems, — all his temple lay bare 1 
And the thunder of streams down the mountains fore’er 
Seemed as turning the world, like His mill-wheels, how fair 1 
Then weary with pleasure, I gazed on the stream — 

Drawn down to its music and deep in its dream ; 

And I lay with my head on those mosses, a-gleam 
With bluebells that trembled till faint as a beam !) 
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I lay on the mountains, like Jesus of old,— 

And their temples were shining with silver and '^old ; 

It ^ 

And I heard not the wind and I felt not the cold, 

For the cloudsl slept below me, likp sheep in the fold ! 

0 God of our Fathers ! how great is our lot ; 

In sight of tlfj splendors all else is forgot : 

On high in thyihunaer the world is as not ; 

In the sound of thy waters all else is forgot. 
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FORGETFULNESS 

(Tike True Lethe^from the*foregotng poem) 

Not in the depths, by Lethe’s sti^am, 
In no base, languid dream 
Mayest thou forget : 

The waters of forgetfulness still pe^r 
With deafening roar 

Upon the mountains yet ! 

There ! on the heights of joy. 

The open sky, 

Thy soul is lost in God’s Eternity ! 
And the world sinks — once more. 



MIDWAY 


How cold is the deep spring, 
How pure and fair ; 

In the depths of God’s heart, 
There is no sorrow there ! 

i^nd^p, on the mountains. 
Still stays the pure snow : 
An ! but on the surface, 
Midway is our woe ! 
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A SONG OF SLEEP^ 

I 

At night my spirit creeps 
Out of its house of clly- 
And over the starry deeps 
Soars far away ! 

But, ere my senses rouse, 

My spirit creeps once more 
Into its dark, bdwed ^ house 
By a hidden door ! 

' The origin of the word “bowed,” pronounced “bode,” is lost in my 
childhood ; but it meant (a house) barred, or closed for mourning. With 
its ominous sound and suggestions of boding, bowed down, and the bow 
of crepe hung on such houses, it cannot be changed or omitted* 



So all that my soul retains 
Of its dreamland, star a-bloom, 
Are a few, phantasmal strains' 
And a faint perfume ! 

Happy with them, all day 

I lighten my shell with song — 
Dreaming how far away 
I shall be, ere long ! 

» Some night my soul shall soar 
With the singing comets, lost — 
To return, oh ! nevermore 
To its house of dust ! 

And none shall ever know 
Of this form, my old repose, 
Unless above it blow 
Some Lover’s rose ! 
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SHADOWS OF IMMORTALITY 

While about me spreads thy shadow, 

Still thou livest, lost in light ; 

While about me rings thine echo, 

Still thou singest, o’er the night ! 

That the lark in sun is singing 
Show the notes, he rains beneath ; 

That thy Soul with God is winging * 

Shows her cast-off shadow, death ! 
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REQUIEM 

Fall! 

Snow ; 

Fall! 

Snow : 

Cover and calm the world of woe, — 
Summer’s waste 
WAth winter chaste ; 

Fa^l ! oh, fall I thou heavenly snow ! 

Come in the midnight 
While we sleep ; 

Fall, like stars, 

On the barren steep ; 

Cover the thin, old trees 
AndJ^eep 

All of the withered world from sight 1 



Then wake us ! 

Wake us ! 

Let morning make us 

Heirs of a world, as new as though 

In our own still regions 

The Angel legions 

Stood, instead of Yhe woods in snow ! 


Cast thy mantle 
On Man's bare shoulder, — 

Give him to see 
What summer denies ! 

And, when he dies, 

Cover him, with a soft surprise — 
Where his heart can smoulder, 
Growing, not colder, 

But full of that fragrant sacrifice 
Which e'er in the spring shall arj^e ! 



Come ! chaste, wild, heavenly Snow ; 

Come ! soft, mild, suitable Snow : 

Thou art far more beautiful than we know 

Fall! 

Snow; 

Fall! 

Snow — 

Thou would'st come if thou knew’st that I love thee so — 
For I want thee to cover my body, oh ! 

Fall! 

Snow! . 


Snow . 



SURFEIT 


S8 


Who sees the glory of the sun, 

Till he is half withdrawn ? 

Who is awakey^ to gaze upon 
The splendor of his dawn ? 

Ah, me ! how much we miss of life ! 

How little we behold — 

Who, in the noon's too sunny stpfe. 
Were blinded by its gold ! 



EVENSONG 


{Flute at Sunset) 

Fear not, my Love, that I shall love thee less, 
When faded is thy maiden loveliness ; 

^ Still shalt thou bloom, within my dawning eyes, 

As when thou flung^st arras wide to Love’s sunrise 

Ah ! thou shalt grow, like yon departing sun, 

More beauftious as thy summer’s day is done ; 

No evening cloud shall hide thy rosy ray, 

I, like the wind, will blow them all away ! 

When melodies are silent, friends are fled. 

When all the sweetness of the day is dead, — 
When withered are thy beauties, blown before, 

For every oqp I shall but love thee more ! 
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BLEST 

Once to have seen thee 
Is to see thee forever ! 
Once to have felt thee 
Shining to melt in me, 
Star of my Heart ! I thee 
Hold, sealed, forever ! 
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THE CARYATIDES 

Condemned to bear the darkling roof- 
When all the sky is fair — 

The Caryatides stand aloof, 

Amid the silence, bare ! 

Around tjjern rain the thunderbolts 
Of Heaven’s furious play, — 

But, ever true, one ne’er revolts. 

But under Time’s decay : 

For on such souls the fairest freight 
Of all the heavens poise, — 

As only sorrows bear the weight 
Of all our highest joys. 



BALLAD OF DEATH 

{Composed going to sleep) 

Death said to the Maiden fair, 

Give me thy golden' hair ! — 

It is not mine ! she said^ 

It belongs to God, instead/' 

Death said to the Maiden rare. 

Give me thine eyes, so fair ! — 
They are not mine ! " she said. 
They belong to Love, instead." 

Death said to the Maiden fair, 

Give me thy lips, so bare ! " 

They are not mine ! " she said, 
They belong to Heaven, instead.” 

Then Death to the Maiden failr, 

So, I will take thee There ! " 



PORTRAIT OF SPRING 

(to sister MARY) 

Pale, little Spring, 

Weaving for Summer 
Gowns that she 
May never wear : 

But for Herself 

The ^ride's-maid’s blossoms ; 

She but to be 
The Bride of Heaven ! 
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A BIRD-SONG TO SPRING 

0 SWEETHEART 
Spring, 

Thou dost impart 

t 

Blossoms to everything— 
But most unto my heart ! 

And sing 
To Thee 

With sweetest art, 

Larks on the wing— 

Oh! see 


The highest is my heart I 
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MORNING 

TiS morning, and the earth is young again ; 
Young as when iirst I met her : hill and vale 

Glistening, winds calling, and the larks that sail 

♦ 

Over the fields now ringing forth their strain : 

%"iiikw up the harvest field the creaking wain 
Comes with jts fragrant load ; now silver pails 
Chink in the dairies, while the sturdy flails 
Whistle within the barns the song of gain. 

But not to me returns that early morn 
When there, before the barn, across the fence 
She held to me an apple, with the blush 

* 

Of dawn beneath her bonnet's innocence, — 

A little gid, as fair as Eve, newborn, — 

As over all, as now, there fell a hush. 
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DREAMS 

I 

“ Dreams ” ? — 

Life sleeps but lightly ; — 
She almost wakes ! — 

Through her dreams, — how brigh'fy— 
The morning breaks !— 

II 

Rose-like, scarce yet lit, she 
One teardrop shakes ! — 

" Dreams ” ?— 

Life sleeps but lightly ; — 
She almost wakes ! — 
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A PRAYER 

The moon looked down with calm, clear eye — 
I felt her kindly might ; 

A • 

A thousand stars watched me go by— 

The flowers slept so light ; 

"yhen, underneath a shady tree, 

I dropt upon my knee — 

And sent a prayer up to the sky, 

While everything stood by : — 

And when I rose, I felt in me 
The whole, prime force of earth and sky, — 
Fresh, deep, re-risen power, — 

Prayed for by every flower. 
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LIFE IN DEATH ^ 

The sea is calm ; the holy^ night 
Withholds the morning harmonies : 
And, with a sure, •exultant light. 

The world is watched by Angels^ eyes ! 

The sea is calm ; and not a sound 
Awakes a wave in slumberVspesM : 

But oh ! I feel, my Soul unbound, 

God is at work ! and all is well ! 
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THE SOUL OF LIGHT 

The fairest things prove mightiest to appear 
In their first splendor ! All the tenderest thought 
Bursts like bright bluebells from the rock, as nought 
It were ; and Love, like rosebuds, makes her clear. 

Dotfi ^awn not part the night, so soft for fear 

To break our dreams ? Could she not burst our thought 

• * 

With boundless power ? But no ! lest we be caught 
Too quickly, Life doth slowly reappear ! 

Out of the dust the very smallest seed 
Can force her way ; and many part the rock 
With softest splendor. Thus our Souls shall mock 
All time and fate, — for safe, sure powers abide 
In all that is most fair ; but time shall need 
Our light to Sijowly break, with softest tide. 



FAITH 


Thank God ! I cannot see 

f 

What shall come to me ; 
Should it failure be, * 

I would die ! 

Thank God ! I have to trust, 
I will not be dust ; 

If my Spirit must, 



SONG AT SEA 
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It is the wide wake of souls, long gone, that fills 
The world with such glorious things, — the wonderful wake 
Of Earth through the starry skies, whence from dawning 
hills, 

Clear as the wa^^es, the foam-flowers forever break ! 

The springs that we see are the wake of ancient springs 
Sailing before, and before them ever on 
Earlier springs, which they greet again, their wings 
Full of the fragrant scents of years bygone. 

Muses ! To him who knows that the Earth still sails 
Through the wide skies, in the wake of ancient days, 
Leaving what glorious souls and luminous thoughts 
Filling the air and sea, the hills and dales. 

Happy the steps, that ever and ever on 
Treading old lands anew and leaving more foam 
Lighting the vjay of sails to come, displays 
E’en at mid-ocean most freely that he is at home ! 
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THE DIVINE IMAGE 

Come unto me, and I will refresh thee '' — 

Saith the great forest, stretching his arms — 
Hushed are my leaves, in holiest loving; 

Here are no cares, and here are no harms ! " 

Come in ! my daughter ; here is clear water ; 

" # 

Put down thy pitcher ; do, gaze in the spring ! 
Deep in my heart, thou art mirrored most fairly ! 
Wherefore should Beauty be sorrowing ? " 
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BAY AFTER DAY 

(trio) 

I. 

It is the evening, — hush ! 

The hermit thrush, — 

Ho)^ Love ! — holy Love ! — holy Love ! — 

And, then, the Dark ! — 


2 . 

Hark ! 

Tis the morning meadow-lark, — 
** Sweets aye ! Steal away ! ** 
Out aboye ! ” 
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THE SEA OF SLEEP 

« 

Sinking slowly, sinking slowly, 

Down the dim ocean of sleep, — 

Mine ears grow dull as they grow more full 
Of that circulating deep ; 

Softer the hush and the wash and wash 
Of waves on a vanishing shore, — 

Only the hum of the mumbling drum 
Of surf on a shore of yore : — 

Sinking slowly, sinking slowly, — 

All but the eyes asleep ; 

Distant and dim the phantoms swim 

Through the green and glassy deep ; — 
No pain can come to my body numb. 
Lapped in the soft, cool dream : — 

And yet — in the day — O strange, fiiir sea, 
How cold and how d^rk you seem ! 
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MERMAID’S SONG 

Where the seaweeds, lithe as willows, 
Sway, within the arms of billows — 
Languid, sleepy, satiate 
With the senses’ sublimate — 

There is such a music strange 
That in circling, change to change, 

It shall^eem, enchanting you, 

Ever old and ever new ! 
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TO LIFE AND DEATH; THE SOUL 
IN ARMOR 

T 

Hail ! night of life, that doth surround my star, — 
Now is the time 
To shine afar, 

Now is the chance to stand sublime ! 

Hail ! darkling life, bright opportunity ; 

Be life divine — 

The harmony of victory 
In every line ! 

Were life not in the night, 

My star were not so bright ; 

My star would fade in light ! 

And am I but a shade ? 

Then hail ! thou day of death, in which I fade 
Even as night — 

Made beauteous in his light, 

His heavenly maid ! 



MIGRATION 


Once I woke at midnight, 

* And I heard above— 
Softly— everywhere 

The wings of Heaven’s dove. 

There ! within the moonlight 
Followed flocks of birds ; 
With their shadowy pinions, 

And their shadowy words ! 
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THE SOUL— THE TRUE SELF 


Fll be myself some day — 

Some day 
rii be the way 
I ought to be ! 

All that I should be, 

Would be — 

All that I say 

I could be — 

All that I may, 

The true me ! 

Somehow, sometime, someplace, 

God^s grace 

Shall show my face, 

As eve a star ! 

On high, 'mid all our host- 
Not lost 

Dimmed in the race, 

Not crost — 


My star in place 
Forever ! 



THE SOUL OF ME 
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Still deep, I know, in me 
Dwells holy light ; — 

I hold my star the key 
To ope the night, — 

To turn this world to me. 
Unto my light, — 

As dawns from me my day, 
my own right ! 
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TO THE BEAUTEOUS OUTLOOK 


Where goes that little footpath, ’ 
That wanders from the way ? 

t 

It winds through faery meadows, 
Up mountains, old and gray ! ” 

And where, then, does it end, then, 
That faint, far, little track ? 

It ends — in opening vision ! 

And thence shall ne^er come back ! 



APOLLO AT THE FORGE 

(^For a Lyrical Drama)) 

When the sun stands over the night 
stands over the night 
And scatters the stars, 

And scatters the stars, 

W^ho shall impede his might 
impede^ his might 
And set him bars ? 

?^na set him bars ? 

He will hammer the rocks to light 
the rocks to light 
And shape the shore 
And shape the shore 
In a shoe for the God of the Sea 
for the God of the Sea 
iTo ride evermore ! 

To ride evermore ! 
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LIFE IN LOVE 

Have I not drunk life from beauty — 

From the sunset, turned to wine- - 
From the lips of Love, my duty 
Caught rose-red from clouds that shine ? 

Have I not drunk health from flowers, 
From the purest, smallest bell? 

Then my lifers in Love’s free powers. 

Who have kept — and keep me well ! 
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’TIS MINE TO SMILE OR MOURN 

There is a woe in every joy, 

In every rosg^ tear ; 

There’s dust upon each butterfly 
That bursts his prison here : 

But there’s a joy in every woe, 

A sap in every thorn. 


A light in every tear, — and so 
'Tis mine to smile or mourn I 
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A SONG OF MELANCHOLY 

My heart is like a broken bell, 

Sunk in a dismal sea ; 

It hath a doleful tale to tell, 

It cannot tell to thee ! 

Only an echo in its shell 
Sighs for the distant shore — 

Swung by the wind and every swell, 


** Never — never more ! 
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JOi i^kOM sorrow 

I 

[ BORROW joy from sorrow — 

A rainbow from the rain ; 

If life were not in shadow, 
iSly star would shine in vain ! 

II 

And so, for many, darkling woes, 

I may not wisely mourn, — 

For well I know, the sweetest rose 
Must blossom from a thorn I 
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PSALM 

Make thy life sweet, O Man ! — 

Be loving, kind, forgiving ! — 

Short is thy frail span ; 

Not for long art thou living ! — 

Look at the hills 
And the green fields, 

Remembering thou mayest not stay ! — 
For the Judgement comes soon, 

When out with the moon 

Thou in the dust-storm art striving ! 



HYMN TO THE NORTH STAR 


Star of the north, — O star, most high, 

«» 

In silent splendor on thy throne, — 

Ruler of earth and sea and sky, 

Pilot of all ships, dark, alone, — 

Around thee move, as in a dream, 

The choiring golden court above ; 

Star of tljp north, — O star, supreme, 

Thy name — thy name is Love ! 

Star of the north, — lone star of Love, 

Enthroned upon the soul of Time, — 

Into our darkness, from above. 

Oh, rain thine influence sublime I 

Thou steadfast heart of flaming gold, 

#1 

In whose.command the suns have trod, — 
Swipg us to thee ! lodestar of old, — 

Star of our Love, our God. 
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SONG TO MY STAR 

Why dost thou come to me in dreams, 
Who com^st not in this life ; 

Is it to show, that still there gleams 
That goal beyond the strife ? 

Why dost thou come to me by night, 
Who ne'er dost come by day ? 

Thyself thine own most glorious light, — 
My love thy sole, true lay ! 
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HEART OF GOLD 

The rcse hath a heart of gold — 

For the rose must die, too soon — 

And the heart of gold, she grows not old, 
But blooms in the new-born June ! 

But bfooms in the new-born June, 

On the brae of the long, white way ; 

For the heart of gold shall bloom as of old, 
When the rose hath passed away ! 



A DREAM OF DAWN 


I DREAMT my Love came back to me, 
Under the rose-red dawn ; 

And kissed with me, and blessed with 
The day that was withdrawn. 
Our trysting thorn was hid in bloom. 
After so many years ; 

But there, beneath, with its perfume, 

I woke, in morning’s tears. 
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BIRTH 


Out of the dust spring flowers, — 

Out of the night, the morn ; 

Out of my old, dark hours — 

Beauty may be born ! 

II 

Tell me I Where are Love’s bowers,- 
Where has my love withdrawn ? 

** Out of the dust spring flowers, — 
Out of the dark, the dawn ! " 




THE LEGEND OF THE 
CHRISTMAS-TREE 
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I AM the Christmas-tree ! 

When first I saw 
The heavenly light, that mantled all the hills, 

I raised my little ^rms up to the skies. 

So, stronger while I grew, I stood as straight, — 
AnS, older tliough I grew, I staid as green. 


Now, in the mo(5hlit*ages, ere the dawn 
Had clTffeafied with a cross the darkling sky, 

I stood, straight by a stable, swathed in snow, 

Oh ! I remember now, that only morn, 

a 

How strangely burnt the snow-flakes, upon my boughs, 
Floating in twilight, — how the fainting stars 
Flared, like an altar’s candles, withih my crown — 

As, breathlessly — though none knew what was near. 
Yet all stood sUill, about — I felt the morn 
Enfold the sleeping earth within her arms. 
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Loud rang the heavenly hosts ! the risen stars, ^ • 
Silent for ages, sang that symphony 
Which made me feel the motion of the earth, 
Whirling ^mid Angels, sphere in ^phfere — I swooned, 
Melted ! — 

And when I woke, and looked about. 
The earth was just as silent as before : 

But, still, I knew a Saviour had been born, 

And, day by day, the morn would come again. 

5 

And now, but scarce a score of years had brought 

Fresh light and vigour to the virgin earth 

And morning christened every man and beast. 

When He — whom I had loved, from but a child, 

« 

And by whose birth had kept my blessed watch. 
Seeing him grow to youth's divinity — 

Came unto me, before ah unknown mob, 

Came unto me — to whom He used to come, 

A little carpenter — and sweetly saith, 

In the same, wistful voice, as when, a child — 
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Thou hast been faithful — thou hast given me 
The little buds, I reached for when a Babe,— 

. To-day, I come tt) thee, the last in Time, 

% 

To dream beneath thyfral^rance nevermore: 
Unless— thy love for me be strong enough, 

To bear thy Saviour on thine own, dark breast." 

7 

Oh ! then I knew the meaning of the cross, 

* t 

In which my outstretch’d arms had first been made : 
A golden sweat iirolft from my bark, my cones 
Tufneti*:?. earth’s saddest fruit, and I became 
Barren to Man, but on one morn, forever : 

To stand a .sentinel in solitudes. 

And like a spire green among the stars I 

8 

Then, as I fell before Him, on my face, 

I was made clean of pricks, that woftld have bled 
His lily back : and so was borne along, 

Loading the form, that I had loved the most, 

Over the hills to Calvary ! — 
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That night, , 

As there we stood, forsaken by the stars, 

The moon, the instant she had seen His face. 

For love of Him, became a nun forever — 

The face of Love in death — then, dimmed withdrew; . 
While the defeated ocean, blind to doom, 

Roared, with the whole earth trembling in his mouth. 

10 

t 

At last the Morning of Atonement came, 

Stepping in music, sweeter than the stars, * 

And strewing, on the bridal bed of earth, 

The first, sweet rosebuds of his blessed light — 

(Before whose coming all the shadows ran 
Like shrunken hordes) — and touched His crown, saying, 
From you alone, poor little thorns, who drank 
The blood of your Redeemer, shall there bloom 
Roses forever ! — Andy round his marble brow, 

Each thorn blew out a rose, — then, touching me. 

She silvered all my crimson cross, but left ^ 

The blood of Christ deep in my veins forever. 
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0 Morning of Atonement ! There I stood, 

Alone, but in a halo of the light — 

Knowing, though they kad borne my Love away, 

• I 

That He was well, and He would come again. 

12 

iD,Morningtof Atonement ! To the birds — 

Through him, who built his jiest upon my arm 
And stained with blood his breast — to all the blades, 
those, which neatly bound that robin’s nest— 
And through thS lion, that licked — and through each man, 
Who looked with sympathy upon my cross, 

There passed the soul of Christ — to great and small 
Salvation, through the sorrows of their Love ! 

Therefore, though dust may bury aitl our days, 

Ere we may start afresh to bloom for you, 

Gold is the he^rt, in each young memory — 

The Soul, that it was given, upon that morn. 
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Now, by a little spring, there stood a cave 
Of old, gray stone, his mantle all of moss — 

The which had stood for many thousand years, 

t 

Sheltering man and beast, awaitkig^ong 
The day, that he should be an hallowed tomb ; 

And now, unto this deep-bow^d cave, was borne 
The lovely body of the sacred Youth, 

Who lit his darkness, like a snowy rose. 

Softly and kindly, as it ever had. 

The olden cave received its precious charge, 
(Silently almost splitting with delight) — 

And, like a nurse, when darkness stops her nJbuth, 
Covered his darling Babe from every soaind. 

14 

That night, I saw two Angels, flower-flames, 

Come to the tomb, and roll away its stone. 

Which seemed a whiripool, moved mysteriously — 
Then, while the Angels sat, pond-lilies still, 

And all the world but waters blue became^ 

Jesus arose, like morning from the sea ! 
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All this I witnessed, on that darkest morn, 

''Vhen I kood haloed u^n Calvary — 

But let not sink* mine aj-ms, nor made a moan 
From that day until t^is*. 

Two nights I stood 

And when the fjiirer morn of two arose, 

Parting th^ purple cit tains around his bed, 

Once, .once again ! as on that Christmas morn, 
Loud rang the heavenly hosts ! the risen stars, 
Bilent for ages, sang that symphony 
Which macfe me feel the motion of the earth, 
Whirling ’mid Aflgels, sphere in sphere — I swoonec 
Melted ! — 

And when I woke, and looked about. 
The earth was just as silent as before : 

But, still, I knew a Saviour had bqpn born, 

And, day by day, the morn would come again. 
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16 

No more I stood, a cross on Calvary, 

Naked to wind and storm ; I woke to find 
Myself as green, as when I was a child. 

Now standing on a mountain, far awaf, 

Among a thousand brothers, dewy bright. 

17 

But still mine arms, that feel the weight of Chri^'S; 

Are open to the world. And w^ien the winds 

Sweep away all the valleys golden leaves, 

And winter covers all the fallen buds 

With softest snow — then, on the hills, I stand, 

Making eternal summer ! — Come ! ye strong, 

And come ! ye weak, ye shall not fall upon 

The hillsides, where so fair a sight is seen, 

« 

Where sunbeams hide so playfully inside 
The evergreens, that sift the silvery snows, 

And where the untrodden* ways are sweeter for 
The silence, that is all in harmony — 

Saying the sum, through looks of silent love, 

To all things. Come! ye weak, and come! ye strc 
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And I will sing you all my story old, 

And show you all the scars upon my side, 

3Vhich have become as stars,— oh ! like a tale 

s • 

Told to your Father^ to be told again 
Unto your Children, — such a tale that grows 
Young to the old, and older to the young — 

AlS it grown old in sorrow, young in joy. 


Then ! if my Shepherd Kingdom thou would’st see, 
^ome ! to the Jesofation of the hills — 

Where I uplift mine everlasting voice, 

Spreading mine arms, unstirred and evergreen, 
Over the cold and lonely brook, where drinks 
My little fawn, in peace and loveliness. 
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THE ETERNAL SONG 

I SEEK thee not, but call thee night anfi day : 
Hush ! the clear waters — nay ! all fair things say 
“ I seek thee not, but call thee nignt and day ! '* 

O my dear Love, why dost thou stay away ? 
Hear'st thou no soft, far roar ? — 

** I seek thee not, but call thee night and day ! ” 

0 my dear Love, why dost thou stay away. 

When I am pouring for thee forevermore ? 
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CRfriCISMS OF 


THROUGH DUST TO LIGHT 

P(JEMS FROM AN APPRENTICESHIP 

“ The lyrics of which you have wiitten*So many and so well.” 

The late Sir Lewis Morris. 

The remarkable quality, the high aim — over the stars even— akin to the 
first poets, &Cr” 

Edith M, Thomas 
(The American Poetess). 


** Your poems are, many of them, gems.” 

Professor George L. Raymond 
(Author of “ P^try as a Representative Art,” &c.). 


*‘He comes nearer getting off the earth, in looking it over, than almost 
anyone has done since William Blake.” 

A. Gross, in the Post-Dispatch. 


“ Each time with increased recognition of the melody and beauty of the 
simpler pieces.” 

Bliss Perry 

(Editor of the Atlantic Monthly, 
Professor of Poetry at Harvard). 

H 



**A boolc^of deep-flowing and melodious verse,” again, “As noble as any 
now done.” 

Professor Francis B. Gijmmere 
(Author of “ The Popular Ballad ” and 
Professor ofc English). 

“Those especially in the form you have vsed* for ‘The Genius,’ appeal 
with a rare beauty and power.” 

Cecilia BsAtix 
(The American Portrait Painter;. 


“Many perfect ones.” 


Anna Le4 Merritt. 


“It has given me great pleasure^ Unquestionably there is thought and 
philosophy and high optimism in your po'ems, welcome to find and welcome 
to read. But that most strikingly individual quality, to my mind, is the 
strong lyric impulse that pours out all these,— and fjoutf them out in songs 
so diverse,— so idiomatit, and so full of melody.” 

Josephine Prestoi^iPeabody 
(The Atlantic Monthly Poetess and 
winner of the Shakespearean Prize). 


“The richness of these songs.” 


7V;»«— Union, Al^y. 

“ This book shows that the death of the great poets of the past has not 
meant the passing of poetic inspiration.” 


Pittsburg Christian Advocate, 


“ Ideals of splendour achieved.” 

Northern Church Advocate. 

“ Better by far than the other hundred and one volum^ of verse comes 
‘ Through dust to light,’ by R. V. Hcckschcr ” 

Bulletin^ San Francisco. 



* “ With the modesty which becomes a true poet our author te#s us that his 
book contains ‘about one third of the pdems of my apprenticeship/ but 
his apprenticeship turns out a product much superior to any volume of verse- 
which we haVe had occasion to review for a long time.” 

The poorest is b«tter than the best in some volumes, &c. 

Presbyterian Advance^ Tenn. 


“ A scripture in itself.” 


Oakland Enquirer^ California. 


“ In True poetic ^olor.” 


Minneapolis Journal. 


“ Many evidences of a faculty distinguishing the true poet,” 

Ithaca Observer. 


” Lines sure to be learned and quoted.” 

“ Delightfuf style and versatility.” 

“ A true iftterpreter of Life.” 

“ Particularly happy in the use of the sonitet.” 


San Francisco, Cal. 


Herald^ Michigan. 


Phila. Telegf*aph. 


Duluth Tribune. 


poetry.” 

Observer^ New York, 

**Thc present is a day for finesse in poetry, for a certain precosity in 
diction and an ^quisite perfection in the art of the classic forms— to be sure 
along with and in contrast to a school of rude disdain of rhyme or rhythm. 
But one misses in the fine ^erses a strong basic motive, whether of lyric or 



other emotifti. It seems almost as if we had gotten Jto the dividing poihl 
where pure rhyme must go without reason, or the true» the poetic itason, the 
driving message of the time must be uttered without the rhyme. 

“ The peculiar distinction of a new book of poetry, ‘ Through Dust to 
Light/ by a new poet, R. Valentine Heckscher, is tha^ in a rare way it 
achieves a blending of earnest feeling with a high mastery of the art, 'iTie 
very dedication, a memorial poem, bekrs a rich pil)mise of this wedding of 
warmth of feeling and beauty of utterance. ’ 

“ The divisions of the book, Truth, Good and Beauty, and of the latter title, 
Emotion, Fancy and Fantasy, appeal to v s mainly as disclosing a naive fervor 
for efemental verities which ought, after all, to be the primal quality of poetry. 
It is rare that even the simplest lyrics in the book are * tinged with this 
hue; while in others it rings out bravely and splendidly in^roud, rolling 
dithyrambics, as in the ‘ March of Stars.’ 

Triumphant mar^h the golden stars, 

Their hymns of battle*sifiging— 

a poem that calls imperiously for a tonal setting, if i Be jot sufficient jiusic 
in itself. The poems may vary in perfection of smoom technique. But with 
the touch of youthful boldness (that Is never careless of art) there is a more 
than compensating glow of noble feeling. To tell the truth, one does not 
know whether most to commend the strength of stirring message or the felicity 
of word and rhythm. It seems that the high estate «f the one brings the 
other, and the ‘Truth’ of the poet’s division is matched by His ‘Beauty.* 
Of special poems that move us in this way, we may cite in particular the 
‘Hymn to the North Star.’ ‘Music in the Minster’ is another poewirthat 
in its rich resonance first suggest? music and then forbids it mar the Hellenic 
design of its own setting.” 

Philip H. Goepp, LL.B. 

(Author of Symphonm and their Meaning, President 
of the Mtnuscript So, of Phila.) Book Nms, 






